TORONTO, APRIL 6, 1901

A POUTING GIRL
My mother says & girl she knows
Whoss face with love and kindness glows,
Who carries sunshine where she goes—
A darling little human rose.

Another girl she knows well, too,
Who frets at all she has to do;
With sulky face she scowls
at you,
| While anger clouds her eyes
of blue.

And all the time 'tis plain
: to see,
From mother’s
face, that she
Means one of those two
girls for me—
Now which, I woader, can
itbe?
—0—_

WAS ETTA A GENER-
OUS GIRL?

I said to Etta, who is my
eldest dasughter, “Etta,
dear, I want you to help
me sew an hour before you
go out to trundle your hoop
this afternoon.”

“] don't want $0. I
want to join Fanny and
Jennie and Nelly. e are
going to have & nics time,”
my child replied.

“No, you must sew an
hour first,” I said firmly.

Then with much frown-
ing and pouting my child
threw her hoop into a cor-
ner, and taking her needle
and her work, sewed in
silenca for an hour. Was
that a nice way, think you,
for Etta to treat her mother
who bad done so much for
heri I hope, my dear
children, you promptly and cheerfally do
what mother asks, for you can never re-
pay the debt of love you owe.

laughing

A LITTLE RED GLOVE.

The twins were almost ready for chureh,
they bad on their white pique dresses,
starched as stiff as anything, and their red
eashes; white pique bonnets with red ribbon
strings and red slippers. I don’t see whas

else little girls could expect 0 wear to
church!

Jut Aunt Sue had sent them each a cute
pair of little red gloves from Richmond,
and this was the first chance they had had
to wear them. They were fairly on their
tiptoes, they were so eager to get their ten
fat fingers into them,

NAUGHTY ETTA.

“Here, Rose, honey,” said their old
coloured nurse, “you jes' run youh
fingers into dese while I looks for
Posy’s.”

“But these are mine, Mammy." cried
Posy. “See, they are marked on the in-
side, ‘ Posy."”

“ All right, den, chile, I ain’t carin’ who |

dey 'longs to, jest so I finds t'odder one.”
ut one little red glove was gone! It
was not in $he bureau drawer, and it was

not in mother's giove-box, and it wasn't
anywhere.

“Lock in the slop-bowl, mamma” sug-
gested Rosy, the tears trembling on her
brown lashes. Rosy had had several sad
experiences of finding things in the slop-
bowl that ought not to have been there
But the red glove was not in the slop-bowl

Posy had hers on and
buttoned tightly across her
fat wrists, and she thoughs
they were the prethiest
things in she world

The church bell began to
ring, but no glove could be
found. Poor Rosy! The
tears rolled down  her
cheeks, keeping time to the
ding-dong of the bell. But
what was Posy doing 7

With a very sober face
Posy was tugging at her
pretty gloves until at last
they came off, turned inside
out.

“Thare,” she eried;: “now
we won't either of us wear
them. Come on, Rosy."

Away flew the clouds
from Rosy's face, and away
twinkled the little feet over
the fields to church. The
day was warm, the sermon
was long, and our little
maids took a sound nap in
the middie of it. But the best
sermon of all to me was the
sight of Posy's chubby bare
hands, prettier than all the
gloves in Paris, because they
were holding fast to the
Golden Raule.

—_—

GROWING ON THE

BUSHES.

“1 wish I could earn some
money for Sunday-school.
Teacher says that's the

only kind of money we ought to give”
said Clara.

‘Dear me, there i« plenty of money
growing on those blackberry bushes ; can't
you see it 1" said her father

Clara looked at bim, then st her mother,
then at the bushes, and then Jsughed and
ran for a pail “'Course,” she said
“ bisck-berries sell for ten cents a quart
"Jourse the money is growing on the
bushes ! ”
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STAR§ TIME

BY FRANK H. SWEET

"Tis star time ' ‘tis star time
And time to go to bed ;

Late eyes are sleepy oyes
And tire the little head

Far, far the tiny feet

Have wandered through the day
Chasing the butterflies

And learning games to play.

Much, much the little eyes
Discovered on the road,
Watching the men at work,
And riding on the load.

Star time! 'tis star time,
And time to go to bed ;
Now I'll smooth the pillows
Beneath the sleepy head
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ONE MAN'S WORK,

BY CANON FARRAR

Some seventy years ago a Harrow boy
of noble birth was standing not far from
the school gates when he saw with indig-
nation the borrible levity with which some
drunken men were ¢ mducting a funeral.

“ Rattle his bones over the stones

He's only a pauper whom n »body owns

Then and there that generou
cated himself to defend thr ugh life the
cause of the oppressed, to pity the sorrow-
ful sighing of the prisone

s boy dedi- |

sweeps from the brutalities to which they
were subjected. He mitigated or canceiled
the horrors of factories and mines, He
founded ragged schools He helped the
poor costermongers. He went about like
the knights of old, redressing human
wrongs. To few men hes it been given to
achieve more for the amelioration of tke
human race.

He passed, as all the true and bravest
men pass, through hurricanes of calumny,
and felt the heartsickness of hope deferred
amid painful isolation. Never was there
& more remarkable and beautiful sight
than that of his funeral in Westminster
Abbey. “For departed kings there are
appointed honours, and the wealthy have
their gorgeous obsequies. It was his
noble lot to clothe a nation in spontaneous
mourning, and to sink into the grave amid
the benedictions of the poor.”

His name was Anthony Ashley, Earl of
Shaftesbury. His statue stands by the
western gate of the great abbey, chiselled
in marble not whiter than his life, and
the two mighty monosyliables carved
apon it,

“ Love, serve,”
are the best epitome to the best work of
the young man in the church.

THE DAISY.

A certein prince went into his vineyard
%o examine it, and he came to the peach-
tree, and said, “What are you doing for
me 7"

And the tree eaid, “ In the spring I give
my blossoms and fill the air with fra-
grance, and on my boughs hangs the fruit
which men will gather and carry into the
palace.”

And the prince said, “ Well done, good
and faithful servant.”

Coming to the maple, he said, “ What
are you doing ?”

And the maple said, “I am making
nests for the birds, and shelter for the
cattle with my spreading branches.”

And the prince said, “Well done, good
and faithful servant.”

And be went down to the meadow, and
said Lo the waving grass, * What are you
doing 7"

And the grass said, “ We are giving
up our lives for others—your sheep and
cattle—that they may be nourished.”

And the prince said, “ Well done, good
and faithful servants, that give up your
lives for others.’

And then he came to a little daisy that
was growing in the hedgerow, and said,

| “ What are you doing ?
And the daisy said, “Nothing! notb- |

ing! I cannot make a nesting-place for
the birds, and I sannot give shelter to the
cattie, and I cannot send fruit into the

and to see | palace, and I cannot even furnish food for

THE FAITH OF CHILDHOOD.

A little girl six years old was playing
on the verandah of u summer hotel the
other day, and a lady sitting near said t«
her :

“Do you remember Jessie, with whom
you used to play ?"

“Yes, we were in the same wcader
reader). Jessic has gone up to live in
heaven with Jesus.”

“There are four of Jessie’s family
there—a little sister and two little broth.-
ers—Jessie and Florence, Harry and
Arthur,”

“How nice!" said the little girl simply
and with an air of conviction. It was to
her as if the four little onas had gone
away together to a very pleasant place, to
be very happy, as indeed they had.

The faith of childhood accepts literally
the promises of the Saviour, gf we could
all become as little children !

THE EASTEER STORY.
For Two LitTLE Gigis.
FIRST VOICE.
Oh. why do we say it is Esster to-day,
With its service and carols and its flow-
ers so gay ?
SECOND VOICE

Because Jesus, our Saviour, rose on this
day
From the tomb in which loving hands
lsid him away.
FIRST VOICE.
But what is his death or his rising to me ?
And why should I join in the glad com-
pany ¢
SECOND VOICE.
He died that our sins might be taken
away ;
He rose that his loved ones might rise in
their day.
FIHST VOICE.

And how do I know that his death was
for me ?

That his rising shows me what my rising
shaill be 7

SECOND VOICE

He says in his love that he brought down
from heaven :
“Whosoever believeth on me is forgiven.”
FIRST VOICE.
Does “ whosoever believeth ™ mean every
one,

Evenvlime children full of their frolic and
fun ?

SECOND VOICE.

| Yes, Josns loves children, with their in-
! nocent glee,
| And calls to each one of thera: Come unto

! me,

that those in need and ncc ssity had right ‘ the sheep and the cows—they do not want | YIRST voscR,

done them. | me in the meadow—all I can do is to be the |
To this high servics he felt himself to | best little daisy I can be." { Then I will come unto Jesus and give him

be ancinted as by the hands of invisible| And the prince heat down and ki«sedi my heart,

consecration ; and nobly was his vow ful- | the daisy, and said, “ There is none better | And in the service of Easter will take a

filled. He saved the little chimney- | than thou.” glad part.
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TWO LITTLE GIRLS

BY MARGARET E SANGSTER

Tue Poor Ricu Gini

This little girl is very poor;

She has troubles, she finds, she ean searce
endure,

And yet, my dear, she has playthings
plenty—

Dolls as many as two-and-twenty,

Houses and arks and picture-books,

Something pretty wherever she looks.

But half the time she's puzzled to know

What to do witk the wonderful show

Tired of dollies two-and-twenty,

And bored with he: various toys aplenty.

Tae Ricu Poor Gine.

That little girl is very rich,

With an old doll like a perfect witch,

A broken chair and a bit of delf,

And a wee cracked cup on the closet shelf.

She can play with only a row of pins;

Houses and gardens, arks and inns,

She makes with her chubby fingers small,

And she never asks for a toy at all,

Unseen around her the fairies stray,

Giving her bright thoughts every day.

Poor little girl and rich little girl,

How nice it would be if in Time's swift
whirl

You could—perhaps not change your
places—

But catch a glimpse of each other's faces:

For each to the other could something give,

Which would make the child-life sweeter
to live;

For both could give and beth could share

Something the other had to spare.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIFE OF JESUS.

Lessox IL [April 14
JESUS APPELRS TO MARY.

John 20, 11-15.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Bebold, I am alive for
Rev. 1. 18,

Meniory verses, 16-18

evermore —

QUESTIONS FOR YOU,

Did the disciples believe that Jesus had |
really risen? No; not at first.

came to see the empty tomb? Peter and

John. What did they do then? They |
went away to their own home. Who |
stayed, weeping, at the tomb? Mary. |

With whom did she speak 7
angels in the garden. Who was there all |
the time? Jesus. What did he say to |
herf “Why weepest thou?” Did she !
know him? Not till he spoke her name.

What did he tell her to do? To carry a ‘
message to the disciples. What was Mary |
glad to do? Just what Jesus bade her.
Who may hear the voice of Jesus? His |

With the |
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EASTER LESSOXNS.
Easter lessons are lessons of life,
joy.  If Chiist never had risen
ld not have been worth whils for
any of us to live, for struggle as we wight,
we never could have overcome the dark-
ness nor have broken the bonds of sin and
death. Life would have been UHL‘X‘]_V
hopeless. But Christ arose from the dead.
and now there are no con ns 1o life 1n
which one need despair. Victory is al-
bi He who overcame for him-
0 overcome if we
That is what sai-
merely that all our sins

h {
st we may overcome
ent, every tempta-
wer triad,

1s one of encourage-
natter how ﬂsin:*
have gone with us, we s} d never give
ap. Despair is disloyalty to Christ and to
our own calling as Chrisvians. We never
should even admit

turn to him fo
vation means-
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;‘
l
i

discouragemens. ! should be cut off.

INER 1§

Flowers abpear |

Out of all earthly misfortune, troubie,
loss, grief, or disapointment, we
should ever rise strong, undismayed, and
cheerful.

We have an example in the old Prus-
sian gener |, who had but one word of
advice in all the councils of war. When
repulse came, and the question was,
“What next?” he always replied, “ For-
ward!” When victory was gained, and
the question arose, “ What shall we do
with it 7" the same one word came, quick
and imperative, “ Forward !” Thus should
it be in life; and thus it may be with the
Easter lesson in our heart.

We should always live vietoriously.
We should never allow oursslves to be
defeated or overcome. Whatever the sor-
row or the failure, or the sin, we should
ever rise again victorious.

e se—

King John of Abyssinis was o to
smoking, and ordered that the lips of hig
subjects who should be found smoking

A STREAK OF SUNSHINE.

“ Well, grandma,” said s littia boy, rest-
ing his elbows on the ol lady’s armchair
“what have you been doing here at the
window all day by yourself ?”

“All 1 could,” answered gnndmn
cheerily; “I have read a little and prayed
a good deal, and then looked out at the
people. There's one little girl, Arthur,
that I have learned to watch for. She
has sunny brown hair, and her eyes have
the same sunny look in them, and 1
wonder every day what makes her look
so bright. Ab, here she comes now.”

“That girl with the brown apron on?”
he cried. “Why, I know that girl.
That's Susie Moore, and she has a dresd-
ful hard time, grandma.”

“Hasshe 7" said grandma. “O, little
boy, wouldn't you give anything to know
where she gets all that brightness from 7"

“I'll ask her,” said Arthur promptly,
and to grandma’s surprise he raised the
window and called : “Susie, O Susie, come
up here a minute; grandma wants you.”

The brown eyes opened wide in surprise,
but the little maid turned at once and
came in,

“Grandma wants to know, Susie Moore,”
exclaimed the boy, “ what makes you look
8o bright all the time.”

“Why, I have to,” said Susie. “You
see, papa's been sick a long time, and
mamma is tired out with nursing, and
baby’s cross with her teeth; and if I
didn’t bo bright, who would be 7"

“Yes, yes, I see,” said dear old grand-
maésfutting her arms around this little
gtreak of sunshine. “That's God’s reason
for things; they are because somebody
needs them. Shine on, little snn; there
couldn't be a better reason for shining
than because it is dark at home.”

SONG FOR EASTER,
BY MRBS. MARY LUTHER KEENE

The tiny buds begin to wake,
Down in the dark, cold bed,
As swift the kisses of the sun
Fall on each nestling head.
“We muvst arise,” they say,
“To greet the spring’s birthday i ”

The sleeping brooklets softly stir
Beneath the brightening light,
And smile into the sky's sweet face,

Out of their long, lone night.
“ Let us awake and run
To meet the shining sun!”

The bonny birds in distans clime
The secret m e hear;
We catch the answering floating back,
In carols glad and clear;
“ Homeward we fly and sing,
Sing for the beauteous spring.”

And shall our hearts alone be still,—
When sky and stream,—bright bird
And flowers,—and God's sweest grace are
ours ?
Nay, let glad thanks be heard ;—
“We wuke—we live—we si
To greet our risen King!”




